THE  TRAGEDY OF RAMSAY MACDOJfALD
on it. Thus I was introduced to Pickwick and to Dickens.
Whenever I finished one of the heavy volumes, I took it back
wrapped in a clean white towel, and took away another,
There was something in keeping with death when I handed
the snow-white bundle to him and received another from his
hands. When I read the last, I remember his remark ; u Aye !
Aye ! everything comes to an end, YeVe a fast reader. I
thought the books would have lasted my time, but they are
through afore me. Ye'll no stop here* YcYe nue born for
this place. Yc'll gang South ae day and ye'll maybe remem-
ber me and my books," To this clay I cannot touch Pickwick
without thinking of a Jamie Russell, Annie Russell's son/1
and now the long row of thirty volumes of Dickens, bound in
green on my shelves, is like a tablet to his memory,
c Only one other book need be recalled, and it will bo
done in this way. 1 was dining one night in the company of
people who in various walks of life had attained to some
position, and, on being naked what, was my university, had
replied CasseWs Popular Educator. Later in the evening,
a well-known doctor, who was sitting some way off, came tap
and asked me if he had overheard my remark aright. He
had been the acting editor of my edition and of its companion
volumes, Science for AIL These books launched me into the
wider and more open sea of knowledge. The little source*
springs had run down, had been broadened and deepened
by the waters of many tributary rivulets and had reached
the open sea. The book had become the library, this and
that introduction had become a great companionship, and
the thrilling revelations and discoveries of youth and hard-
ship had become the peaceful enjoyment of more mature
and comfortable years/1
* The Schoolmaster, 30 March 19*48*